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One 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction, therefore it holds no truths. | mean no disrespect and my only goal is to 


entertain. 


James followed a muttering-to-himself Kirk into their house. Well, he was trying to. They had parked in the 
garage and Kirk bolted from the car, reaching the door into the house proper before James had even gotten 
out of the driver's seat. 


"Kirk! Wait up! What the fuck did | do?" James called out. "Damn! Fuck it all to helll" He found himself struggling 
with the seat belt. It had somehow caught on his own belt and he couldn't set himself free. "Kirk! Damn it, 


come back here!" 


But not only had Kirk let himself into the house, he slammed the door for good measure and James heard the 
unmistakable thud of the dead bolt lock and the scratchy sound of the chain being slung into place. 


"Fuck! Fuck! Kirk, you asshole! Just tell me what | did wrong." James yelled out into the void that was the 

garage. "And why the HELL can't | get out of this fucking car?!" With more than some difficulty because the 
seat belt was doing its best to keep James in place, he reached down into his boot and pulled out his switch 
blade. This was accomplished only after his face was scrunched into the steering wheel and he was sure he 


had pulled a muscle or two in his arm. 


Flipping the knife opened, he cut the seat belt, freed himself and got out of the car. He slammed the door; Kirk 


wasn't the only one who could act out. 


But now he was faced with another problem - he had the key to get inside but there wasn't any way to undo 
the chain. So he pounded on the door. 


"Kirk! Come on, let me in! You gotta talk to me." James shook his head. Sometimes he still could not believe that 


words like "talk" and "communicate" and other assorted shit came out his mouth. Sometimes rehab was way 


too difficult to deal with. 


But he tried again. "Please (oh man, not another one of those words!) darlin’. | swear, | really want to know 


what | did to make you this angry." 


Silence. 


But then James heard the lock clicking opened and the chain sliding out of its latch. 


"Thank fuck," he thought to himself. 


The door slowly opened and James saw Kirk rapidly disappearing down the hallway. But James’ long legs were 
too quick for the shorter man. Catching up, he grabbed yet another door that Kirk was trying to close on him. 
He slipped into their bedroom and this time he closed the door. Leaning against it, he watched as Kirk slipped 
out of his jacket, his back muscles tense. Wasn't too difficult to see, he was wearing a tight, oh-so-tight, shirt. 
James’ cock instantly reacted - damn - Kirk was hot. Kirk hot AND angry was almost too much for James to 


bear. But shit, he had to do this right. Couldn't just rape his lover now, could he? 


"Get the fuck out of here," Kirk swore at James. 


“Alright. Enough," James ordered but not too sternly. "Talk to me!" 


"No. Leave me alone." 


"What did | do?" James truly had no clue. "We're having a pleasant evening, or so | thought, at Lars’. Next thing 


| know you're storming out of there." 


"You are brain-dead, Het, and deaf as well. | just told you to get the fuck out of here." Kirk said with deadly 


calm. 


"Well, l'm not leaving till | figure this out. And as you just pointed out, my brain isn't working so | guess I'll be 
here for a while.” James shrugged out of his jacket and threw it onto the floor so it landed next to Kirk. He 
knew this would piss Kirk off. And it did. 


"Damn it, James. You know that makes me crazy!" Kirk turned around, bent over, picked the jacket up and 
threw it back at James. "You're deaf, dumb and a slob." 


"And don't forget clueless. Now, are you gonna tell me what the fuck went down tonight? Shit, it was just us 


four." 


Kirk advanced towards James, his dark eyes filled with rage. If James weren't against the door, he would have 


backed up. This Kirk was acting like he used to. Interesting. 


"You are such a slut," Kirk hissed. "Just us four? How about just you and Rob?" 


"What the hell are you talking about?" James asked, still puzzled. 


"This! I'm talking about this!" Kirk reached up and grabbed the back of James’ neck, bringing him down a few 


inches to his level. "You. Rob. His tongue down your throat so far he must have been licking your tonsils.” 


There was no use denying it. James and Rob did share a brief caress but it only lasted a minute or two. "Oh." 


Kirk leaned into James, pinning him against the door. "Fuck all you can say? Did you enjoy it? Did he make you 


hard?" 


James' mouth went dry. This was a new twist - Kirk the aggressor. 


Shit. Kirk did see them. He had hoped that he hadn't. "Um, really, it meant nothing. Remember? Rob asked me if 
| wanted to see his new bass. | was just following him and he just turned and grabbed me. | didn't have time to 


even react." 


Dark eyes bored into James’ blue ones. “Bullshit. You reacted, rather favorably too. 
You could have pushed him away but instead you wrapped your arms around him and joined in tongue 
swapping. If | hadn't shown up you would have let him take your ass right there and then 


"Kirk, no. You got it wrong. | wouldn't do that to you." Kirk still had James pinned up against the door and it was 
making him feel uncomfortable. He was the Mighty Hetfield in all manner of things and fuck, he certainly wasn't 
going to relinquish that role. "Come on, back off." 


"Why? Didn't seem to bother you when you wrapped up with Rob." 


"Get off this Rob kick, would ya? It meant nothing." James brought his hand up to Kirk's face and started to 
trace the outline of Kirk's lips with his finger. But Kirk grabbed James’ hand with his own and moved it away 


from his face. 


"Did | say you could touch me?" 


"What?" James asked, his voice rising in disbelief. 


Kirk let go of James’ hand in disgust and stepped back a few feet. "Tough question for you?" 


"No. Yes! What the hell is going on here?" James searched Kirk's face, attempting to decide whether he was 


serious or just fooling around. 


Kirk grinned, not too pleasantly. To James it looked feral, wolf-like. Why did he suddenly feel like Little Red 
Riding Hood? 


Kirk pulled out his cell phone from his back pocket. "Do you want to fuck Rob? | can arrange it. He can be here 
in no time at all. | know he wants you and | bet you want it to." 


"Shit, Kirk, no." Was James almost pleading? 


"Or how about Rob and | fuck and you have to watch?" 


James shook his head. "I." 


But Kirk cut him off. "Yeah. That's it. | want him, not you." He pressed the cell's keypad. "Even have him on 
speed dial." 


James started forward but Kirk held up his free hand. "No. Stay right there. Don't fucking move." Kirk began to 


hum "Loverman" while waiting for the call to connect, all the while keeping James at bay. 


"Rob. Kirk. It's a go. Come over. Great. See you then" Kirk pressed the ‘end call! button and put the cell back in 


his pocket. "He's on his way." 


James ran his hands through his hair as if this gesture would help clear his head. "Alright. This has gone on 
long enough. Rob is most definitely not touching you. | absolutely will not allow it” 


Kirk snorted. "As if you could stop us." 


James temper was beginning to rise but he struggled to keep calm. "Look, I'm sorry. OK? | wasn't looking for a 


cheap thrill with Rob. It just happened. It won't happen again | love you. You're my man, you gotta believe me." 


"And l'm yours, babe, but now this is about what | want to do. And | want to have Rob underneath me, hot 
and sweaty, his fine ass spread wide for my cock." He pulled his shirt up over his head, exposing that golden 
skin that belonged to James and started to undo his belt. "And | want you to watch." 


"NO!" James saw red and charged towards Kirk but he was suddenly pulled backwards and quickly enveloped 
into a pair of strong arms that held him tight. 


"Going somewhere, James?" Rob asked, his voice purring into James ear. 


Good God Damn! Had Rob been outside their bedroom door all this time? Had he followed them home? And 


more importantly, was this all set-up before hand? 


"Fucker!" James roared. "Let me go!" This was not a man to be reckoned with. He was strong, he was quick, he 
knew how to use his fists and he was angry. Very, very angry. A lethal combination. Bending low and slightly 
twisting, he tried to flip Rob over his shoulder but Metallica's bassist seem to anticipate this move and jerked 
James off his feet. Before James could counteract, Rob twisted his arms around to his back and pushed him 


to the center of the room where Kirk stood. 


James was seething, his words spit out of his mouth to Kirk's face. "You will tell this jerk to let me go." 


Kirk gave him another nasty grin. "Sorry James. I've been waiting for this for a very long time." He reached 


out and patted James cheek. "Trust me. You'll enjoy this too." 


"Maybe," Rob chimed in, laughing softly. "Or maybe not." He kicked at the back of James’ knee, which brought 
the blonde down to one leg. Keeping James’ hands secured with one of his, he used the other to push his head 


down. "You think you're one tough man, dontcha? We'll see who's really the bitch now." 


James's body shook - with fury, with fear and with just a little more anticipation than he was ready to admit. 
"Rob. Now. Let me go." 


"Shut up, James." Kirk said lightly as he walked behind to join Rob. "Here, this ought to help to keep him in line." 
He tightly bound James’ hands together with leather straps and then put his hand on his back. "None of the 


chairs in here will hold him," he said to Rob. "I do believe something studier is in order. Come on James, we've 


got another little surprise for you." 


Kirk went out the bedroom door and Rob followed, half dragging and half holding James in check. 


Not even in his alcoholic dazes could James envision what was now going down. That he had done shit like this 
was without question but he was always the one on top. Never did he let anyone take advantage of him. Never 
did he not control the situation. Never had he not known what to do. But ‘never' had finally arrived. And he had 


no choice but to be in Rob's capable grasp. 


Kirk lead the way down the stairs to their home recording studio and halted their little procession in front of a 


door that James knew held a storage area. 


Not turning around, he spoke. "James thinks this is just a closet, don't you?" He grabbed the doorknob and 
twisted it open. "In a way he's right. But what else is in here?" Switching on a light, he made his way to the 
back and removed a few boxes from a shelf. "Ah, there it is." He pressed a button, a door swung open and Kirk 
disappeared into the darkness. 


"Rob, do bring our James in," Kirk's voice called out. "Now." 


"With pleasure." Rob pushed James forward. "Move," he ordered 


James stumbled into a room he never knew existed. It took a few seconds for his eyes to adjust to the 


dimness but when he could see, he wished he couldn't. 


"This isn't possible. l'm telling you one more time. Let me gol" James’ voice sounded shrill to him, he hoped Kirk 


and Rob hadn't heard it as well. 


"James, you're getting tiresome," Kirk made a broad gesture with his arms. "So what do you think? Pretty 
neat, huh?" 


Oh fuck. James shivered and not because he was cold. Somehow, without his knowledge, Kirk had outfitted a 
dungeon right under his nose. And from the depths of his soul he knew his lover and Rob planned to use it to 
their advantage. 


"What do you think? Like it?" Kirk asked James coming up to him, almost standing nose to nose (had Kirk been 
tall enough). 


"I think you're one sick fuck." James struggled against his bonds and Rob's clutches. "I don't like this. Call this 
off. Now." 


Rob cuffed James in the back of the head. "Kirk's right, you are getting tiresome. Change your tune, buddy- 


boy, cause you're not going anywhere we don't want you to." 


"| swear, I'll kill you both," James said through clenched teeth, still attempting to break free from Rob. 


"No you won't," Kirk replied coolly and then turned to Rob. "Let's hang sweet James now. I'm afraid he's going 


to tire you out before | get to you." 


Rob laughed. "Not a chance." He jerked James backwards who at the same time tried to go forward. Kirk 
caught James by his shoulders and together he and Rob wrestled James to the middle of the room. 


James struggled, of that there was no doubt. He would not, could not, be restrained. It was his worst 
nightmare. He fought like a corned lion, roaring and cursing but to no avail. His hands were numb and they 
were useless tied so tightly behind his back On a good day he could take Rob and Kirk down, but this was not 
a good day. Not in his disadvantaged state. Even his instinct for survival abandoned him, waving goodbye as the 
two silently and methodically worked as a team until James' arms were raised over his head, his hands in 
leather cuffs attached to chain that hung from the ceiling. His boots and socks were taken off. His legs spread 
apart, his feet were shackled to the floor. 


Kirk picked up the knife that had slipped from James’ boot. He showed it to Rob who was crouched on the 

floor, panting with exertion. They all were. "He's carried this with him for as long as I've known him. It's comes 
in handy. But | dunno, maybe today wasn't the day he should have had it with him." He went over to James. "| 
think," Kirk said slowly as he trailed the blade over James’ crotch as he watched him closely. "I think you have 


too many clothes on" 


"Kirk, please," James’ voice was hoarse. "Don't. Do. This. l'm." 
P 


"You're what?" Kirk whispered, his voice low and hypnotic, his eyes never leaving James’. He pressed the side of 
the knife a little harder into James who shuddered and tried to move but it wasn't possible. 


James licked his lips - they were so dry. He was desperately trying to remain calm, trying to maintain some 
semblance of control but it was oh so difficult. It was killing him to admit but he was scared. And he hated the 
feeling. He hated Rob and most importantly, he hated Kirk. 


Kirk brought the knife up to the top of James’ shirt and then began to cut down so it fell off him in shreds. 


"Let it go. Let your fear loose. You know you want to." 


"Nol" James cried as he struggled against the restraints. "Kirk Please." 


"Please what?" Kirk threw the knife on the floor and began to run his hands over James’ bare chest and belly. 
"Do you know how hot you are? Do you, James? You're so beautiful, so strong. You make me so hard," Kirk 


murmured. "| love you so." 


"Not like this. I'm begging you." James was on the verge of weeping. 


"Let go. Let go." Kirk chanted as he caressed James' nipples into hard points. "Give me your trust. Let me take 


care of you." 


Rob had silently come up behind Kirk and placed his hands on his waist where the flames began. Leaning 
forward, his hair draped onto Kirk's chest. He began to nuzzle Kirk's neck. "| want to see where your tats end," 


he said gently. 


Kirk nodded his acceptance, still keeping his hands on James, still holding him in his gaze. 


Rob dropped his hands to Kirk's belt, undid the buckle and carefully pulled down the zipper. He slid the tight 
jeans down, and got down on his knees to help Kirk step out of them. Moving in between Kirk and James he 

traced the fire from top to bottom. He reached out for Kirk's cock but Kirk placed his hand on top of Rob's 
head. "Wait," was all he said. 


Rob took his hands away from Kirk's hard flesh and remained silent, head bowed. 


The room was still, it didn't even seem that the three were breathing. James had stopped struggling. Kirk 


hand's rested on James but they weren't moving. And Rob was waiting. 


Kirk nudged Rob out of the way and leaned into James. Wrapping his arms around him, he stood on his toes 
and pressed his lips onto James’. He smiled to himself as James’ mouth opened to let Kirk's tongue slid in. He 
kissed him deep and hard as James responded in kind. He could feel James’ hardness straining against him and it 
thrilled him like nothing else ever had. He knew James had to give up the need to dominate every single 
situation and damn, if this was the way for him to do it then so be it. Kirk had to wear him down but not 
break his spirit. 


Kirk broke their kiss. James whimpered. 


"Ah, don't fret," he smoothed James' hair. "You'll get yours.” Kirk stepped back and gathered up a lank of Rob's 
hair. "But now | want to fuck Rob." Kirk's voice was strong now, no more melodic tones to soothe James. "And 


you have no choice but to watch." He turned his attention to Rob. "Strip. Now." 


Rob scrambled to his feet, undressed quickly and stood in front of both James and Kirk. Raising his hands, he 
let his hair cascade through his open fingers. The two of them couldn't take their eyes off him. His body was 
smooth, chiseled and his cock was thick and hard. Kirk smiled in anticipation. James could only plead his case 


with Kirk one more time. 


"Baby, please, don't. I'm begging you. | love you. Don't, oh shit, don't let him touch you." 


Kirk moved through the darkness and suddenly a dim light appeared over a curvy couch whose sides slopped 
down. It was close enough to James so he would be able to see everything that went down Kirk glided over and 
patted it. "We're going to be in the spotlight, Rob, and James will be the only person in the audience." He held 
out his hand toward Rob. "Come here." 


Rob quickly went over to Kirk and took his hand in his. Lifting it up to his lips, he kissed it. "Let the show 
begin," he said. 


James had to close his eyes to the tableau that was unfolding before him. He was furious to watch Rob's 


mouth on Kirk's cock, his hands caressing his balls. On his knees - sucking, nibbling, licking and bringing Kirk 
obvious pleasure. Seeing Rob holding Kirk only with his lips and taking his hands to caress that slim, muscular 
body. Rob's fingers lightly brushing his nipples making Kirk softly moan. But then to see Kirk's head thrown 
backwards, his hair slowly swaying in time with Rob's touch. His face bathed in the soft spotlight - he wore 
that dreamy "aaahhh, this feels so fine" look. Fuck it all to hell, that body belonged to him and no other! 


Yeah, he was angry but, holy mother, he was hard. His cock straining against his jeans, no way for him to 
release it. He so badly wanted to stroke himself. He craved reprieve and got even stiffer because he knew he 
couldn't. The feeling was painful but at the same time there was pleasure in it. He couldn't remember ever be 
so aware of his body. Feeling helpless, being restrained, the secret thrill of knowing that anything could be done 
to him and he would be powerless to stop it. This was opening up an entirely new dimension to his sexuality, his 


identity as a lover and as a man. 


Oh shit, maybe Kirk was right. Sometimes he got so weary of being what everyone expected of him. To be 
"The Mighty Hetfield" and all that entailed was a full-time job and perhaps he needed some time off every now 
and then. To allow someone else to hold him, to be dominate yet loving. To feel safe no matter the situation He 


needed someone to take care of him. No, wait - not just ‘someone; he needed Kirk! 


"Kirk!" James cried out lover's name. "Please..." 


"Please what?" Kirk's low reply curled around James’ body like a snake. 


James shook his head back and forth, his arms pulling at the leather and chain. "Please," he repeated. 


Kirk chuckled. 


It was the sexiest sound James had ever heard. 


"Tell me what you want, James. Just tell me. Tell me." Kirk began to chant again, his words weaving a wondrous 
pattern on James. Sharp colors that melted in soft, warm sensations on his body. Images of Kirk's body 
covering his flitted across his closed eyes. James on his belly. Kirk on his knees, his strong fingers started to 
spread his ass apart and stopping. "How does this feel, James? Exposed for me." 


James could only clutch at the headboard as Kirk began to insert one lubed finger into him. 


"You're so tight, baby, so fine." Kirk continued to ease his finger deeper into James. He leaned over to James’ 


head, his hair draping over his face. "You never let me do this to you. Have you? I've always been the bottom: 


Before James could answer, Kirk thrust a second finger into him. This time it was none too gentle and James 


reacted by arching his head back, his chest rising up from the bed. 


Kirk took his free hand and pushed him back down. "No, you're not to move. Just feel." His fingers began to 


stroke in and out of James. "Feel how it is to be the one who receives, not the one who gives. Let me love 


you. 


"I can't," James shouted as he tried to squirm away from Kirk's touch. "I can't do this!" 


Kirk's fingers quickly slide out of James. James surprised himself by whimpering at the loss but he still 
attempted to move Kirk off of him. 


"Damn it alll l'm taking your ass!" Kirk roared as he grabbed James' hips and pulled him up. "You're mine, 
James, and don't you ever forget it! With one thrust his cock was buried deep inside James. He lingered for a 


moment; almost pulled himself completely out before he pushed his way back in. 


James moaned as Kirk began to pound him, alternating his rhythm so he never knew quite what it expect. Long, 


deep strokes, short, hard ones - James couldn't believe the pleasure he was feeling. 


"Yes!" James hissed as he tried to match Kirk's thrusts. "Kirk, I'm yours, love me. Make me cum, please, oh 


please," he panted. 


Kirk rained kisses down James' back as he moved his hands from his hips to his outstretched arms. “Are you 
really ready to let go?" Kirk demanded. "Give me what | want?" 


James nodded frantically. "Yes, please, Kirk," he begged feverishly. "You feel so good inside me. Never knew.." 


"Are you gonna let me do this again?" Kirk asked, still relentless in his strokes. "Are you?" 


James was almost at his breaking point. "Yes, yes! Kirk!" His body began to shake. He could feel his tight balls 
so full with thick white fluid. "Please. | want to. | need to let go." 


Kirk quickly pulled James up so they were both on their knees. With one arm wrapped around James’ waist, he 
used his other hand to caress James’ rock-hard cock "Cum for me baby. Give it all to me. You're so hot. Let 


go. You can do it. Do it for me. Do it for yourself." 


James threw his head back onto Kirk's shoulder. Mouth open, his teeth bared, every nerve in his body was 


focused on one goal. 


"Ah, fuck. It's so good," he cried out as his cock began to spurt. "Love me, Kirk!" 
His head fell forward as his orgasm subsided. "Love me," he whispered. 


Kirk gently lowered James to the bed and covered the blonde's body with his. "I do love you, James. Thank you 


for trusting me." 


"James!" 


Someone was trying to get his attention but he was still wrapped up in the after glow to respond. 


"James, open your eyes." The voice definitely belonged to Kirk. 


"Wha?" He slowly opened his eyes believing he was lying down with Kirk only to discover that he was stil 
standing, still bound. 


Kirk grinned at him. "Welcome back. If | didn't know any better, I'd ask you to share whatever you were taking. 


Mustve been some real good shit." 


"The hell?" James shook his head to clear it. "What the fuck happened!" He scanned the room as best he could. 
"Was Rob here?" 


Kirk nodded. "But he left a while ago. Its just me, you." 


James interrupted. "Are you saying that we didn't?" He paused, becoming very aware of the rather large wet 
spot on the front of his jeans. Groaning with disappointment and embarrassment, he started to close his eyes 


agai n. 


Kirk strode forward. "No. Stay with me. | want to know what you think we did.” 
He dangled a key. "I bet your arms hurt. I'll let you down, Just tell me." 


James looked Kirk straight in the eye. There was no derision in them, no mocking, no harm, just love. OK, you 


can do this. You gotta let go, gotta trust. "You. On top, giving me everything you have." 


Kirk crouched down and quietly began to unlock the leg restraints that held James in check He did one leg at a 
time, massaging them to get feeling back into them so James could stand. Rising up, he did the same for 


James' arms. 


James took a step, faltered and would have fallen had Kirk not caught him in his arms. He helped James over 
to the couch and eased him down into it. Handing him a bottle of water, he watched James gulp it down. Wiping 
his face with the back of his hand, James leaned back into the soft cushions. 


‘It was so real. Damn! Are you telling me it was all a dream?" 


Kirk shrugged his shoulders. "Dream, vision, trance, one hell of a fantasy. | dunno." 


"But | felt everything. Shit. Your voice, it was so hypnotic. What did you do to me?" 


| merely offered a suggestion. What did you do to yourself, James?" 


"Yeah?" 


"I let go." James admitted. Never in a million years did he ever think he would be saying this. "Oh man, | did. 
And." 


"And?" Kirk asked patiently. 


A shy smile formed on James' lips. "And | really, really enjoyed it" 


Kirk took the water bottle from James and placed it on the floor. He took James’ hands in his. "Only took how 
many years for you to say that to me? And it took all this equipment and planning for it come about?! You 


are one fucking stubborn man, James Hetfield" 


James laughed easily. "I know." He took Kirk's hands and put them on his bare chest. "Um, Kirk?" 


"Yeah, Het?" 


"There's nothing between you and Rob, is there?" James asked in a small voice. "| mean.| know..fuck. He was 
here and he was giving you head and you were enjoying it. And don't you dare deny it! But, honestly, do you 
want him like you said you did?" 


Kirk stood up suddenly and leaned over James. He brought his head down so his mouth was brushing James' 
ear. "No. Rob agreed to help me and that's all. Come on, let's get out of here and go to our bedroom, our bed, 


so | can prove to you that reality is so much better than anything you could have imagined” 


James sighed with relief as he let Kirk help him up. They slowly walked out of the dungeon, through the studio 


and up the stairs. James stopped and paused in the bedroom doorway. 


"Better than what | thought up? Really?" 


Kirk answered James with a wicked smile. "You have no idea" Guiding James into their bedroom, he shut the 


door. "I've been a patient man but that ends right now, lover. Trust me, you're in for one hell of a ride." 


James nodded. "Oh yeah, you got my trust." 


Kirk pushed James down on the bed. "And I'm planning on getting much more than that from you. Much more." 


